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For he looked so ill, poor little man. He had
sunk against the hard back of his chair. His
fingers clutched her hand, His face was the
colour of ash. His lips were purple,

* Yes . . / he murmured.    * I am ill ...
my heart. ... In my coat . . . drops/

She rushed to his carriage-coat that he had
flung off when he came in. In a pocket she
found a little bottle, He murmured directions.
She thought that he was going to die. There
seemed nothing so important in all her life as
to save him. Little by little he came to him-
self. His lips were less blue. He even smiled
a timid nervous smile.

* The pain,'  he murmured.    * The pain  is
very terrible/

*  Oh, you must remain here!'

She knelt by him, stroking his hair, holding
him close to her.

* Are you better?    Are you better now? *
' Yes, I am better now/

*  Of course, you must remain/

She thought what she could do. One of the
beds must be moved out of the other room.
She and Emma could sleep together. Re-
assuring him that she would return in a moment
she went out to find Madame Dufresne, and
behold that woman, who had been so fierce and
so sinister, was now the very soul of kindness.

Emma also was there. All together they
moved the bed. Then alone Judith helped
Warren to undress, as a mother her son. She
gave him one of her own nightdresses* Very